ANOTHER BOSTON TEA PARTY REVOLUTION—
THIS HAPPENED AT “HOME SWEET HOME”

The revolution that followed the
Roston tea party was repeated on a
minfatire scale in the home of Harry
Huck, 6033 South Siate street, on
July 19, and the details came to IEht
in Judge Uhlir's court.

Mrs. Huck ' had =& very slight
serateh on her forehead, also another
on her arm. Harry Huck had & little
mark on his face and & smaller one
on his arm. Those were the battle
SCArs.

“l nsked him to bring me a half
a pound of tes, your honor, and he
never brought it. He told me I could
do without tes, snd ! said 1 would
send one of the children to the store,
und then be called me a lot of vile
names, and he hit me on the head
and hurt me.on the arm, and he
threw me out of the house, and lock-
the door on me, and tore all my
clothes up, and I got the clothes right
here in this suitcase—this was a prin-
cess Blip that I made myseif and he
didn’t like it because it was fancy
and my friends—"

The £ mttorney stopped
the flow of rhetoric. “You needn't
take all those clothes out,” he sald.

“Your husband called you those
pames and hit you, did he?" Judge
Uhlir asked.

“Yes, sir, and he called me vile
names, and he hié¢ me on the head
and he threw me out—"

"What bave you gol to say sbout
this*"” the judge asked Harry.

“Why, judge,” Harry smiled con-
fidingly. “You see, it was this way.
1 don't care for tea myself. | drink
coffee. 1 drive & tea and coffoe
wagon. 8o she says to me, ‘Did you
get me the tea?’ and | says "You
didn't say you wantad any tea,’ and
she seys, ‘You go out and get me
some,” and 1 says ‘1 can get you half
a pound from where I work cheaper
than you can get m quarter pound at
the store.’” Then she picked vp a cop

and threw it at me. and it cut me
there. Then she threw another cup
and—"

“Where were you all this time nod
what were you doing?"” asked the
progecutor.

“Just sitting at the table—and the
other cup cut me here on the arm
and when she had threw all the cups
and broken them"—Harry was still
smiling confidingly—"she picked up
the frytn;‘_g:: and just as she waus
about to w that, I put up my
hands to prevent her hitting me and
she lost her grip oo the frying pan.
Then she pirked up a big stick—and
then she went oot the kitchen door
and 1 locked it after her"

“Did you say the dreadful things
she says you did?" asked the judge.

Harry still smiled. “I really don't
know what I sald. When she threw
the cup 1 got angry and [ may have
eaid rough things, but i I did, she
wis doing it, too.”

*I been working for three months
to get my children clothes,” Mrs.
Harry explained. "He won't give me
monay enough to clothe my ckll-
dm‘ll

“She's got credit at the stores and
I pay the biils,” Harry still smiled.
“She wouldn't save any money so 1
took the money from her and T got
over 3100 saved in & few months.”

“But you're not clothing your
children.” the judge interrupted. *I
don't believe In this bank account
business. Let the woman have the
money to buy the things with herself,
What's the uses of saving it if your
children baven't clothing and your
wife has to work. You better take
her home and let her handie the
money.” | .

It was finully ordered that Harry
should pay his wife $10 & week to
run the house while he paid the rent.

Harry's lawyer was downcast. "It
won't worl,” he prophesized. “She's
irish and he's Duteh.™




